8            THE CALL OF THE WORLD

proceeded very far when a breeze sprang up, beat up
the waters of that shallow sea and for the first time
we experienced rough weather. And so it kept till
we reached Malta. I shall never forget the sight this
ancient isle presented as we approached its age-worn
walls and embattled heights. The moment I stepped
on shore I felt several centuries slipping away from
under my feet and myself carried back as if in a
dream to the age of the Crusaders. The Maltese cross,
the heraldic device of the knights of St. John, the
quaint black hood of the women and the prevailing
yellow mellowed by time, all went to make the illu-
sion complete. It seemed as if nature had purposely
adapted it to play the part it did in the chronicles of
mediaeval romance and chivalry; and even to-day
its unique position and the old-world air about it
would provide a perfect setting for many a tale of
enchantment and knightly adventure. The three
hours we were there flew all too fast and not without
casting many a long, lingering look behind did I
retrace my steps back to the steamer. Here happened
an incident trifling in its bearing which yet was of
peculiar significance to me as it brought to light in
its own little way the traditional English trait of
pluck and tenacity. As we were slowly moving out
of the harbour, our attention was drawn to a little
boat some distance away pulling for all she was worth
to overtake us. As the tide and wind were against
her and we were by then steaming at a fairly good
speed it seemed hopeless that she could ever manage
to reach us. But the little thing persisted and we all
leaned over the deck-rail and watched admiringly